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Chapter | 


Body 


Okay, this one is going to take a LOT of explaining - this is a fragment of a story that ties into one of my Yu- 
Gi-Oh stories-in-progress, "Summon The Dragon," although the two main characters in this scene are - well, | 
think it's pretty obvious who they are :-). The setup is this: Paigey, the Dark Mystic, who has what can best 
be described as a checkered past, is in what everyone else sees is an abusive relationship with Erik, another 
magician apprenticed to the Dark Sage. When Erik announces that he's leaving the castle and striking out on his 
own, the naive Paigey thinks his ersatz lover is going to bring him along - only to have Erik quite cruelly tell 
him he never had any intention of doing so. Paigey, of course, is devastated Meanwhile, our other hero, the 
Golden Warrior (aka Percy ;-)), who Paigey and the Dark Sage once rescued from being unfairly hanged, and 
who has by now very much fallen in love with Paigey, is trying to think of a way to keep Erik from taking his 
dark love away - short of abducting Paigey and chaining him to a wall in the dungeon, that is - has just left 


Erik's going away (and good riddance, in his opinion) banquet and is heading back for his quarters, when he's 
intercepted by Paigey's little pet dragon... 


Disclaimer: Although they're more or less my characters, they do bear a certain resemblance to certain Gods 


of Music... 

BIW, the Chosen One Percy refers to briefly is Yugi, from the crossover part of this tale... 
FE E FE FE FE FE E AE E EE E E AE EE AE E AE E AE AE E E E E AE AE E E EE EE E Æ 

Paigey caught up with Erik outside his own door. "Erik? Where should | meet you?" 

The Blue Mage gave him a look of utter contempt. "For what?" 

"For --- when we---" Paigey faltered, taking a step back into his suite. "I --I1 thought that--" 


Erik snorted. "You thought | was going to bring you along?" he sneered. "You actually thought | was going to 


bring you along?" 
Paigey nodded, his eyes going wide and fearful. "|---" 


"You thought | wanted you around? You thought | actually desired you, Paigey?" Erik laughed mockingly, then 
snorted. "By the Gods, you haven't enough brains to qualify as a halfwit!" 


"But Erik--" Paigey quavered. "I --- | thought you --- wanted me?" He couldn't say what he was really 
thinking: / thought you loved me. 


"Wanted you?!" Erik said mockingly. "Please -- you're nothing better than a used-up tavern whore. Not even a 


fool would desire you for more than a night!" 
"But -- | thought--" Paigey looked at him, stunned, his huge dark eyes filling with tears. 


"Get it through your impossibly dim little head, Paigey. You're of no further use to me. | don't love you, | don't 
want you around and neither does anyone else. Nobody in their right mind would ever want you, except maybe 
for a cheap fuck. Other than that, you're worthless." With that, Erik shoved the stricken Mystic away and 
stalked out, not bothering to slam the door behind him. Paigey stumbled back, tripped over Baby and fell, hard. 
He sat up, slightly dazed, and met the concerned eyes of his little dragon, who flinched when he saw the raw 
hurt in his beloved master's dark eyes. 


"|--I thought he loved me---" Paigey sniffled, looking down, too ashamed to even meet Baby's gaze. "Oh Baby, | 
thought he --- he---" His voice broke over a sob. "Nobody's ever going to love me, Baby --- nobody wants 
me---I wish | was dead---" He buried his face in his hands, sobbing, curling into a trembling, heartbroken ball. 


He'd done everything he could to try to win Erik's love, done as he was told, never resisted or complained - 


and he'd still done everything wrong. He's night. Im worthless. Nobody could ever love me--- That thought made 


him cry even harder. 


The little dragon nuzzled him, trying to comfort him a little and wishing he was a fire dragon so he could go 
set fire to Erik's sorry butt. Paigey didn’t look up. Baby sat by him for a moment longer, then hurried out of 


the suite in search of one person who he knew truly loved the Dark Mystic... 

we 

Percy had left the banquet not long after Paigey had followed Erik out. He was walking back toward his 
quarters, lost in his own increasingly gloomy thoughts, when something grabbed his sleeve and pulled on it, 
hard. Startled, he looked around and found himself staring into the worried eyes of Paigey’s little dragon. "Baby? 
What's wrong?" 


Baby squeaked, tugged his sleeve again and started back toward Paigey's quarters. He stopped after about ten 
steps, looked back and squeaked again. 


"What is it?" Percy said, following. "ls Paigey--" He peeked around the door to the suite and gasped. His adored 
Dark Mystic was huddled on the floor near the unlit fireplace, crying so hard he was shaking. "Paigey?!?" He 
more or less slid across the floor to him and gathered him up in his arms. "Paigey, what happened?" 


Paigey cried out, startled, and looked up. "PosPereya=le 


"What happened? | thought you and Erik---?" Percy was at a loss for words, hoping that maybe, just maybe, 
Erik had proven to be as much of a bastard as he'd figured him for. 


'I---I thought he loved me---" Paigey sniffled, looking down, dark hair falling over his face. "| thought he w- 


was going to bring me with him---" 


"Erik?" Oh, Paigey---- The Dark Mystic was even more innocent than the Chosen One. 


Paigey nodded. "He said | was of n-no further use to him --- that | had never pleased him and that no one 
would ever desire me as | am----" His voice broke. "| would have done anything for him, anything! | would have 
died for him --- | --- oh Percy, he's right, I'm worthless, no one will ever love me -- | shouldn't have even 


been born--" He couldn't go on. 


"Paigey, shhh---" Percy held him tighter, stroking his dark hair, wanting at that moment to hunt Erik down 
and skin him alive. How could he? How could he have taken such advantage of poor Paigey, used him to no good 


end, then simply discarded him? "Paigey, I'm here now. l'm here---" 


‘lm sorry --- oh Gods, Percy, I'm so sorry---" Paigey sobbed. "J-just forget you even found me --- just go 


on, I'll be okay---" 


Percy shook his head. "I'm not leaving you." Ever, if / have my way. Paigey, my beloved, my poor baby -- if you 
were mine, you would never weep so. | would never treat you so shamefully. Poor Paigey was, by that time, 
sobbing so hard that his entire body shook. Some small, still-rational part of his mind was terrified by the 
force of his emotions, but he couldn't get hold of himself, couldn't stop crying, even though he could hardly 
catch his breath between sobs and his back was starting to ache from the force. About the only thing he was 
still aware of was Percy stroking his dark hair, holding him soothingly, comfortingly. 


It took awhile for Paigey's sobs to begin to subside. When they did, a little, Percy scooped the Mystic up in his 
arms and carried him back to his bed chamber, gently setting him down on the bed and curling up with him, 
holding him close. Paigey was still crying, though mercifully, his hysteria has eased somewhat. It was a long 
time before he finally fell quiet. Even then, he didn't move; he just stayed huddled in Percy's arms, his face 
hidden against the Warrior's shoulder and by the fall of his hair. 


"Paigey?" Percy finally said, becoming concerned. 


‘Forgive me---" Paigey sniffled, looking up. "I'm sorry, l---lm so horrid, l---" He looked down, overwhelmed 
with misery and sickened shame. It wasn't really that he couldn't refuse anyone; it was just that it had never 
made any difference whether or not he did. And if you didn't, you were a lot less likely to actually get hurt - 
well, physically, anyway. A soft, broken sob got away from him, but he was too exhausted to cry any more. 
He'd started shivering violently, suddenly cold even though the room was still reasonably warm. 


"No, sweet Mystic, never. You're not horrible---" Percy murmured, letting go of him and reaching for a 
blanket lying across the end of the bed. He bundled Paigey up in it, taking him back in his arms. "Shhhh, l'm 
here now. I'm here---" He nuzzled into Paigey's hair, finally giving in and kissing his forehead. "I'm here. Don't 


cry, beloved." 


Paigey whimpered and huddled closer, closing his eyes, shivering as he remembered the scene a couple of 
hours earlier --- You thought | actually desired you, Paigey?! Please - youre nothing better than a used-up 
tavern whore. Not even a fool would desire you for more than a night ---- he cried out as Eric pushed him away. 
Stumbling, losing his balance, he slumped to the wall and fell --- shivering, he slowly regained consciousness, realizing 


he lay on rough stone -- they had caught him, beaten him again, taken their use of him. Why had the gods seen fit 
to fake away the only person he had left? 


‘Grandfather, | think the mare is ---- Grandfather!?" The beautiful twelve-year-old boy who would later be 
known as the Dark Mystic looked around in horror as his grandfather slumped against a fence post, moaning 


"Grandfather, what is it?!" 


"The pain again - the heaviness in my chest---" the old man groaned. Paigey had gotten him fo his feet, back to 
the house, where the old man lay weak and gasping for several weeks, gradually fading as a malignant swelling 
slowly took hm, stealing his breath, his strength -- the doctor stood by, helpless as Paigey wept, unable to do 
anything as the old man breathed his last-- 


He huddled in the back of the carriage, shivering as the thunder blasted around them and the rain and hail roared 
Hs mother tried to soothe him, but he could feel her nervousness as his father tried to guide the skittish horses-- 
--all at once there was a blinding flare and a concussion that seemed fo wipe away the face of the earth, and he 


was falling, screaming though none could hear him---- 
"Paigey?! Paigey, wake up---" 
He started awake to find himself still in Percy's arms. "Percy? You--you're still here---?" 


"Of course | am," Percy said gently, his eyes concerned. "Are you well?" Paigey had started whimpering in his 
sleep and Percy had become rather alarmed when he couldn't wake him. It had taken a few minutes of gentle 


shaking before the Mystic had roused. 
‘| will be---" Paigey sat up slowly, putting his hands over his face. "H-how long was | asleep?" 


"Not very." It couldn't have been more than half an hour at the most. And / could well have spent ten times 


that watching you sleep and never grown bored, sweet one-- 


"Percy, |---" Paigey didn't dare say what he was thinking - thank you for staying with me lke that, it really 


means a lot to me - “Forgive me, please---" 


"How can | if you've done nothing to necessitate it?" Percy said with a gentle laugh, then sobered. "Erik is the 
one who will be begging forgiveness when | get through with him." 


"Don't, please. It's all right. | know, | overreacted---" Paigey said shakily, looking up. "Percy?" He was shivering, 
already longing to be back in the blonde's arms. He hugged his arms around himself instead, but it wasn't any 


comfort at all. 


"Mystic?" There was a playfulness in Percy's voice, but what he really wanted to do was pull the shivering 
Mystic back into his arms, stroke his hair, try to soothe him - maybe even convince him that someone loved 


him after all. 


Paigey looked down. "Would you stay here tonight? Just --- here? In the other room? | just don't want to be 
alone----" He wanted to beg Percy to share his bed, do with him however he pleased - but didn't want to risk 
losing him, too. He didn't think he could stand that. 


"| planned on staying," Percy said. Actually, he'd intended to stay in here, with Paigey. He would have been more 
than content just holding him while he slept - actually, he would have been happy sleeping on the floor next to 
the bed, if that was what Paigey wanted. 


Paigey looked away for a moment, then back at Percy, his eyes so full of pain that his friend winced slightly. 
"Percy? What is it about me that's so wrong? What makes me so unworthy of being loved?" He looked down, 


sniffling, on the verge of tears again. "I try so hard, | --- what is it that | do so wrong?" His voice broke and 


it was a moment before he could whisper, "Am | r-really nothing but a tavern whore?" 


"Paigey---" Percy took his hands. "The only crime you are guilty of is giving yourself to people who aren't 
worthy of you." To him, it was all too obvious that Paigey was too lonely and innocent for his own good 


Paigey shook his head, looking away. He tried to say something, but choked on a sob. Percy pulled him close, 
leaning back against the pillows. "Shh, Paigey---" 


"|--I don't know what else to do---" Paigey sniffled. "| --- try so hard, but, | --- I--" He tried to control 
himself, but broke down sobbing again He expected Percy to push him away in disgust, but instead, felt the 
Warrior's arms tighten around him, holding him more securely, Fortunately, this storm didn't last anywhere 
near as long as his earlier heartbreaking fit, and he soon fell quiet, huddled in Percy's arms, soothed by the 
way Percy was rubbing his back with one hand, the other tangled in his disheveled dark hair. He couldn't 
remember the last time someone had just held him, nor had he realized how very badly he needed it. Finally, 
though, he started coming to his senses, realizing he was imposing---- "Percy, forgive me, please----" he 
sniffled, looking up. 


"Paigey----" Now Percy looked away, just for a moment, then looked back into his beloved's dark eyes. “Will 
you give me a chance to win your heart? | have desired you for so long that | feared | would go insane. Ever 
since you saved me from the gallows pole." He knew how fragile Paigey was, how vulnerable -- and that he 


was most likely taking advantage of him. Or would have been had he not intended to stay with him forever. 


"Erik said no one would ever desire me----" Paigey said softly, not trusting himself to believe he wasn't 
dreaming, that Percy might want him after all. All at once he didn't care if it was only for the night. He needed 


to be in someone's arms. Perhaps, just for a while, | can pretend that someone loves me---- 


In reply, Percy pushed him down on the bed, straddling him and leaning over him, blue eyes sparkling playfully, 
yet awash with desire all at once. "Because he is a fool, and | am not. Well, not usually----" he amended. "| 
suppose that fool never told you how beautiful you are," he added, gazing adoringly at his dark love, with his 
tangled, messy curls spread dark over the pillows, his beautiful sad eyes, his softly pouty mouth that always 
made him look as though he was begging to be kissed - the harder, the better. "By the Gods, Paigey, | want 
you so badly---" He would have kissed his dark love then, but before he could move, Paigey had twisted 
around to unfasten his snug leather pants and pull them down, taking his throbbing erection in his mouth. 
Percy cried out, more in surprise than anything else, "Paigey?!" He'd forgotten, just for that moment, how 


badly the Dark Mystic had been used by others. 


Paigey looked up apprehensively. "Do you want me to stop?" Maybe, just maybe, if | can please him, he'll let me 
stay--- It was the only thing he could think to do. Not that it had ever really worked before--- 


"Gods, no---" You didnt have to do this, but Im not complaining-- he felt like he was taking advantage of poor 


Paigey, but knew that the insecure Mystic would think he was being rejected if he told him to stop. Besides, 
then | can return the favor, beloved--- 


Paigey looked at him for another moment, still uncertain, then returned to what he'd been doing. He licked 
delicately at the brutally sensitive ridge just under the head, making Percy moan helplessly, shuddering. "Gods, 
Paigey----" He raked his fingers through Paigey's dark hair, unthinkingly pushing his head down, then cried out 
again when Paigey took him all the way again, trying to keep from instinctively thrusting into that welcoming 
heat, knowing he couldn't hold out -- the unexpectedness of it, coupled with the fact that he'd been having 
dreams about this moment for so long-- "Paigey, |----" With a cry that was close to a scream, he came, 
hard and very unexpectedly, so hard it was almost painful. Paigey wasn't expecting it either and nearly choked, 
backing off coughing and gasping, dark hair hanging around and half over his face. He couldn't swallow all of his 
golden love's release; quite a bit had dripped down his chin. Before he could get his thoughts together, though, 


Percy had recovered his senses enough to pull him down into his arms. 


"Forgive me, beloved. | couldn't hold back--" he said, then leaned over and licked his seed from his lover's face, 
pulling him into a long, passionate and very sloppy kiss. Paigey whimpered, not knowing how to react, and Percy 
took advantage of the moment, slipping his tongue into his dark love's mouth, realizing in that instant that 

Paigey had never been kissed before. It was obvious that he didn't know how. How can he be so ill-used and yet 


so innocent, Percy wondered, thinking that Virginity was, in fact, a very relative term. 
When their lips at last parted, Paigey looked at him, wide-eyed. "P-Percy---?" 


Percy gazed into the bewildered Mystic's dark eyes. "If you could not please Erik, then none can," he said softly. 
"Paigey, beloved, | have never known such pleasure before, and we haven't even begun to make love." He kissed 
Paigey again, softly, wanting nothing more than to relieve his beloved Mystic of any and all clothing and show 
him in very explicit detail what he'd been missing out on. But only if Paigey really wanted him to - he had no 
intention of taking advantage of him like the others had. "Do you want me to do the same for you?" As he 
spoke, he let his fingers caress the soft porcelain skin of Paigey's cheek, then brush softly across his lips. Just 
that light touch made Paigey shiver with a rush of desire he'd never felt before. He'd been taken, used and on 


many occasions forced, but never had he been with anyone who --- well, seemed to just want to be with him. 
It was strange, but --- really nice. 
"Please---" he said softly, reaching over to touch Percy's cheek. Percy caught his hand, nuzzling his palm, 


then taking his fingers in his mouth, one by one, sucking and nibbling on them. Paigey gasped, shuddering as 
chills shot down his spine. It felt so good. He would never have imagined it... 


Percy finally decided to stop teasing Paigey and let go for a moment to strip off the rest of his clothes. 
Paigey slipped off the bed to put the lights out and undress, so nervous he was shaking. If only he could get 
this right---- 


Percy turned the covers down, then climbed across the huge bed to grab Paigey and pull him down amid the 
blankets. "Next time | want to do that." 


"Do what?" Paigey said nervously. 


Percy nuzzled his throat, nipping gently at the soft skin. "Undress you, my love." He ran his hands down his 
lover's back, then stopped, frowning, as his fingers encountered a raised ridge of flesh. "Beloved? What's this?" 


Paigey froze. "N-nothing---" 
Percy gently rolled him over and sucked in air with a soft whistle. "Gods, Paigey--" The Mystic had about ten 
or twelve scars, each almost an inch wide, slashed randomly across his back. He stroked his fingers softly 


along the worst-looking one, then bent and brushed his lips across the abused flesh. "Who did this to you?" /f it 
was Erik, | really will kill him... 


Paigey sat up, pulling the blankets around himself and lowering his eyes so he wouldn't have to meet Percy's 
gaze. "The headmaster." Please, please dont ask what happened You'll never want me then... 


"At the orphanage?" Percy said. "But why?" 


| ----" Paigey couldn't come up with a convincing story. He was, perhaps, one of the Shadow Realm's most 


inept liars. "Percy, |---" He broke off, putting his hands over his face. 

"Paigey---" Percy pulled him back down into his arms. "Tell me, beloved." 

| --- can't. You'll never want me--" Paigey was close to tears. "Please---" 

"Paigey, there is nothing you could tell me about yourself that would make me not love you," Percy said, gently 
lifting the Mystic's chin to gaze directly into his dark eyes. "Not when | already know the sort of person you 


truly are." 


Paigey huddled against him with a sob. "Promise you won't hate me?" He was so distraught that he hadn't 
heard Percy say, in effect, / love you 


"| promise," Percy murmured, stroking his hair. "Shh, beloved, don't cry." 


Paigey sniffled. "Wh-when | was first brought to the orphanage, several of the older boys --- they ---- took 
whatever use of me they pleased----" He shivered. "When it was discovered, | was told | had tempted them to 
it --- seduced them. | don't know what | did, | mean, | didn't want them to -- | didn't even know what they 
intended until they --- | begged them not to, but ---- | --- the headmaster took the lash to me as 


punishment and then he ---- he said that since | was naught but a whore anyway----" 
"He raped you as well," Percy finished grimly, tightening his protective hold on poor Paigey. 


Paigey flinched, then nodded fearfully, still unable to look up. "From then on, | was fair game for anyone's use. 
The headmaster simply looked the opposite way." 


"And how old were you when they did this?" Percy almost didn't want to know. He was sure his heart would 


break if he did. 


"Twelve---" Paigey whispered, certain that Percy was going to throw him out of bed, demand that he leave - 
never mind that technically it was his bed. You actually thought | desired you? By the Gods, you haven't enough 
brains to qualify as a halfwit! Youre nothing better than a used-up tavern whore, Paigey. Not even a fool would 


desire you for more than a night... 


"By the Gods--" Percy said, his voice soft but with an undercurrent of fury that made Paigey shudder. "Any 
of the ones who hurt you had best pray that our paths never cross, lest they find themselves at the end of 
my sword--" He pushed Paigey back just a bit, enough to look into his frightened dark eyes. "No one will ever 
lay a hand on you again without your permission and live to tell about it, beloved. You are fair game to none 
but me." He smiled then, and kissed Paigey softly. "As | am fair game to none save for you." 


"You ---2" Paigey was dumbfounded. "You mean | -- | d-don't have to leave?" 


"Paigey, sweet Mystic, will you please get it through your impossibly beautiful head that | love you quite 
madly?" Percy said, kissing the tip of Paigey's delicate nose. "If you ever wish to go, | won't stand in your way. 
But | won't want you to. Ever." He nuzzled his dark love softly, kissing his eyelashes, then pushing him back into 
the pillows to look into his dark eyes again. "Paigey, | love you. More than anything.” 


"You---you do?" Paigey said shakily, so overwhelmed that he was very near tears again. "Oh Percy, | --- | 
love you so much, l----" He kissed Percy hard on the mouth, almost frantically and very awkwardly. He didn't 
want to admit that he'd never been kissed before that night, not in all the times he'd ended up in another's 
bed. Percy returned it and they seemed to be fighting for control of the kiss for a moment before Paigey 
surrendered, more then willing to let Percy do whatever he pleased. It was the first time he'd actually ever 


wanted anyone to. 


"Paigey, you're so beautiful---" Percy murmured, nipping only semi-gently at a spot between the Mystic's 
neck and shoulder, sucking at the pale skin until he'd raised a noticeable mark. He wanted to leave no doubt that 
Paigey was his, and his alone. "I don't think I'm ever going to be able to get enough of you." He backed off for a 
moment to admire his beloved. Paigey was as slender and delicate as a gazelle, his skin very pale, unmarked 
save for the brutal network of lash marks across his back - and the red splotch on his neck. "Beautiful," was 
perhaps, too mild a term. He was as close to perfect as Percy had ever seen 


"Percy?" Paigey said shyly, a little disconcerted by his lover's close scrutiny, still not entirely convinced he 
wasn't dreaming this. Naked, Percy was as breathtaking as Paigey had always imagined him, with the same 
sleek muscular litheness of a black panther. His skin was roughened in spots, callused, with a few scars 
testifying to his Warrior status. The most impressive one coiled around his left thigh like a cobra about to 
strike, taking Paigey's gaze with it to --- the Mystic blushed, looking away, but not quickly enough. 


Percy saw his dark love's expression and chuckled softly. "Beloved, it's not like you haven't seen it already." 


More than that---- 


'|---" Paigey looked even more embarrassed. "| wasn't really looking before. | just wanted to please you---" 


Not looking, not thinking about it had long been his only defense against the abuse he'd suffered. 


Percy leaned over to kiss him softly on the mouth. "And you do, beloved" As he spoke, he trailed his fingers 
along his dark love's chest, loving the soft skin, then gently stroked one of his nipples, making Paigey gasp in 
surprised pleasure. Percy grinned wickedly at that and slid down to circle the rosy nub with his tongue, 
reveling in his dark love's cries. He really has never known such pleasure before. He nipped playfully at it, making 
Paigey yelp, then soothed it with his tongue, laving it thoroughly before moving to the neglected one, licking and 
nibbling until the slightest touch made Paigey shudder and gasp. Only then did he continue his slow way down, 
teasing poor Paigey by kissing and licking everywhere except the one place he needed to be most. Nonetheless, 
Paigey was in utter ecstasy, unable to believe that anything could feel so good. No one had ever bothered with 
anything like this, ever -- he nearly screamed, startled, when Percy trailed just the very tip of his tongue 
along the underside of his almost painful erection, then licked ever so slowly around the swollen head. He'd 


never been on the receiving end before. 
"I take it you're enjoying this?" Percy said after a moment, looking up and smiling at his dark love. 
"P-Percy, | --- | don't think |---" Paigey couldn't get the words out. / dont think | can hold out much longer.. 


Percy understood, though. He slid up to kiss Paigey on the mouth again, looking into his dark eyes. "| don't want 
you to hold out on me, beloved. | want you to come for me. | want to taste all of you, sweet Mystic. All of 
you---" He kissed him again, almost savagely, then returned to what he'd been doing, spending several 
excruciatingly pleasurable minutes licking every inch before finally taking him all the way in his mouth, sucking 
hard, then sliding up to nearly release him before taking him in again. Paigey moaned incoherently, unthinkingly 
twining his hands into Percy's golden curls, fingers twitching and grasping. He knew, in some part of his mind, 
that he should have been trying to hold back, but he had no idea how to. "l---oh Gods--- - oh Gods, Percy!" 
With an almost frightened scream, he came, so hard he saw white, his body arching off the bed, then 
collapsed, panting and dazed, hardly able to respond when Percy took him back in his arms and kissed him. He 
had held some of Paigey's release in his mouth, allowing his lover to taste himself, and Paigey whimpered, 
finding it arousing despite the fact that he felt too wrung-out to move. When the kiss finally broke, they gazed 


into each others’ eyes. 


| don't think | need to wonder if | pleased you," Percy said gently. Paigey was dazed and trembling, his skin 
flushed and damp with sweat, his dark hair tangled - Percy had never seen anything quite so beautiful. 


Paigey blushed, looking away shyly. "No one ever---" This was already the most amazing, impossible night of 


his life; at this point he was sure he was going to wake up any second and find out it wasn't real, 


"Then what---no, don't answer that. Somethings are better not known,’ Percy amended, kissing him again. "Let 


me show you the rest of what you've missed." 


Paigey nodded, not knowing what Percy meant. He'd been taken before, many times - he expected it to be 
uncomfortable at best, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was pleasing Percy. 

Percy kissed his nose, then left the bed in search of something to use for lubrication Paigey sat up to watch, 
clutching the sheets to his chest. "What are you doing?" 


"Looking for - ah, here we go" Percy returned to the bed with a small bottle of lavender oil. 
Paigey looked at it, bewildered, then at him. "What's that for?" 


'Its---" Percy looked at him in bewilderment, slowly realizing. "Just how brutally have you been treated, 


beloved?" 


Paigey looked down for a moment, then back up into his lover's eyes. "It matters not. | would do anything to 
please one | love." He said it so simply, so innocently that Percy's heart broke a little. 


"Paigey, sweet Mystic---" Percy kissed him tenderly. "The one you love should be willing to do as much for 
you. And | would like to do as much for both of us." 


Paigey nodded, allowing Percy to push him back down on the bed. Percy uncapped the bottle, reminding himself 
that Paigey was hardly unused to this - he just wasn't used to not being abused. What fun this was going to 
be ----- he lay down, pulling Paigey close with his free arm and kissing him while he carefully worked a finger 
into his tight entrance. Paigey broke the kiss with a gasp, clutching at him. 


"Easy love. Are you well?" Percy murmured, shivering a little with anticipation. His dark love was already so 


tight and hot around his fingers, never mind what it would be like when---Gods, making love with Paigey was 


Paigey nodded. "| --- you just surprised me is all" He whimpered, but not in discomfort, when Percy added a 
second finger, gently stretching. It actually felt good. When Percy was sure his dark love was comfortable, he 
added the third finger, wiggling deeper until he found the spot he wanted and stroking gently. Paigey cried out, 
shuddering as a white-hot bolt of sensation shot through his body. "B-by the Gods --- what--?!" 


"Just a pleasant surprise, beloved," Percy chuckled. He kept at it until Paigey was nearly sobbing in ecstasy, 
then withdrew, pushing his dark love over on his back and applying a generous coating of oil to his own 
erection. Paigey whimpered, shivering, as he felt Percy slowly push into him. He was amazed - it didn't hurt, 
even though his lover was --- well, large. A shuddering chill and flash of heat swept over him at the same 
instant, making chill bumps come up on his overheated skin. He didn't know what to do. He wasn't sure how 


much more of this he could take, but he didn't want Percy to stop, ever---- 
"Percy, j-just take me, hurry---" he whimpered. 


Percy smiled and kissed him, then slowly moved against him, sliding nearly all the way out before thrusting 
back in, feeling his self-control eroding quickly. Paigey wrapped his legs around his lover's waist, clinging to him. 


"Harder---" He'd never really wanted it before, he realized; now he was certain he was going to die without 


Percy inside him. 


"Paigey, Gods---" Percy's next thrust hit the bundle of nerves that made Paigey see stars and he cried out, 
pressing his hips against his lover's, lost in mindless ecstasy and Percy gave in and pounded into him, hard. 
Paigey moaned helplessly, overwhelmed, knowing he'd be lost in the maelstrom of sensations were it not for 
Percy's comforting presence. He didn't know that Percy was thinking much the same thing, almost overwhelmed 
by the simple knowledge that he was giving his beloved Mystic pleasure he'd never known - and been too long 
denied - before. He broke the kiss for a moment, running his tongue along Paigey's collarbone, feeling his dark 


love shudder beneath him. "Does that feel good, love?" 


Paigey's only reply was a whimper. The sensation, the heat -- Gods, the heat, was this what it was supposed 
to be, his golden love's body burning against his, slick and wet, white-hot inside him, thrusting deeper -- was 
this what Percy meant, what he'd been missing? If it was, he couldn't figure out how he'd lived so long without 
it. 


Percy knew he wasn't going to be able to hold out too much longer - his self-control only went so far. He 
shifted a bit to take Paigey's neglected erection in his hand, pumping it in time with his thrusts, feeling Paigey 
shudder again beneath him, crying out. "Paigey, love, don't hold back -- | -- I'll ----" 


Paigey couldn't reply; a different sort of shiver had started deep within him, expanding like a bubble, ready to 
burst - he tried to hold it back, wanting to wait for Percy, but realizing he wasn't going to be able to do it -- 
he couldn't --- couldn't --- "I -- lm going to -- oh Gods, Percy!" With a scream, he came, his climax 
drenching both of them. Feeling his dark love's already impossibly tight walls constrict around his almost painful 
erection brought Percy over the edge with a yell, all he could do was cling to Paigey as his own orgasm took 
him, the diminishing shivers of Paigey's prolonging his own. Finally, they both collasped, too dazed and exhausted 
to do anything except cling together. Not that either of them wanted to move. Percy didn't want the moment 
to end - he could have stayed there forever - and Paigey was convinced he'd woke up alone in his bed the 


moment Percy pulled out of him. It had to be a dream--- 


Percy finally roused himself enough to raise his head and look at Paigey in utter exhausted adoration. The 
Mystic was lying limp, his head slightly to one side, eyes closed, his tangled, sweat-drenched hair straggling 
across his face. Sensing Percy's gaze, he opened his eyes tiredly, managing to focus on his golden god and 


smiling shyly, wanly. "Percy? Am | dreaming?" 


"If you are, then don't wake up, beloved. | want to stay in this dream forever--" Percy sighed, kissing his 


beloved's nose. 


Paigey finally worked up enough nerve to kiss him on the mouth. Percy was as much of a mess as he 
supposed he was, drenched, sticky with sweat and Paigey's second climax, utterly exhausted --- if he'd ever 
seen him look more breathtaking, he couldn't think when. He was amazed by what he was feeling - not the 


hollow desperation he was so well accustomed to, the sinking feeling he always had when he realized he'd been 


taken and tossed aside yet again, but a warm, comforting sense he hadn't felt since his grandfather died, a 
sense that he was truly wanted---truly--- 


Truly loved? 
Could it be---? 


"I didn't know it could be this way---" he said shakily, not knowing what to say, hardly able to get the words 


out. 

Percy kissed him again. "Thats the way it's supposed to be, beloved" He finally managed to summon enough 
strength to disentangle himself and pull the blankets over them before taking the exhausted Paigey back in his 
arms. His dark love had started shivering as his overheated body abruptly met the night-time chill of the 
suite - they'd both quite forgotten to light the fireplace in the bedroom. 


"| never ---- knew---" Paigey said shakily, snuggling into Percy's arms with what very little strength he had 
left. "Percy? Even if this is just for tonight, would -- would you hold me?" 


"Just for---?" Percy looked at him. "Beloved, how many have used you for their own selfish pleasure?" 

"| ---" Paigey looked up with tears in his eyes. He didn't know. 

Percy kissed them away. "It isn’t just for tonight, beloved. What | claim as mine, | keep." He hugged Paigey 
tighter. "Sleep, sweet Mystic. You're exhausted. And | will be here when you awaken. | promise." He kissed his 


dark love's forehead, a gentle good-night kiss. "I love you, Paigey.” 


Paigey was too tired to respond. He closed his eyes and let sleep overtake him, for once feeling secure in the 


v% 


Percy awoke when Paigey cried out in his sleep, "No, please don't---" He whimpered, flinching away from his 
imagined assailant. "Erik, no, please, not like that----" 


"Paigey, wake up. You're safe---" Percy gathered him close. He had no idea how much later it was, but the 
room was still dark with no hint of light at the latticed windows. 


"l---!" Paigey started awake, looking at Percy in utter terror before he remembered. "Oh Gods ---- forgive 


me, please---" He huddled against Percy, very much in need of comforting. 
"IFs all right now. Shhh----" Percy kissed the top of his head. "Beloved." 


Paigey looked up after a little while and they ended up in a long, tender kiss. 


"| should have warned you. | always have nightmares--" Paigey admitted. "Erik would never stay with me 
because he said | disturbed him." It was nice having someone there to comfort him, for a change. Usually he 


ended up crying himself back to sleep. 


"With what you've suffered through, | shouldn't be surprised,” Percy said gently, running his fingers through 
Paigey's tangled curls. "And you don't disturb me." 


"Oh Percy---" Paigey snuggled close. "It's nothing that others haven't had to go through." 
He looked up. "How much has the Sage told you of me?" 


"He said that you'd lost your parents, then your grandfather," Percy said. "He didn't say how, though." 
Paigey tucked his head back under his lover's chin. "Do you want to hear the story?" 
If you wish to tell me, my love," Percy hugged him tighter. 


Paigey shivered a bit. "My parents died when | was four. A rockslide struck our carriage and took it down the 
hill. | dont remember much of it - just that | was falling, and then | found my father but couldn't wake him 
up. My mother was awake at first, but then she---" He shuddered. "| was sent to live with my grandfather, 
on his farm. But when | was twelve, he started having terrible pains in his chest whenever he exerted himself. 
One day, he collapsed when the pain took him. | got him back to the house and went for the doctor, but -- 
there was nothing he could do. He died a few weeks later. | was sent to the orphanage within hours, |---" He 
broke off with a sob. "| wasn't even allowed to attend his funeral. | don't know where he was buried, or what 


became of the farm, or anything----" 
"Oh, Paigey---" Percy held him tighter. "Maybe we could at least go back and find out what happened, beloved" 


"Th-that's the other part--" Paigey sniffled. "I don't know the way back to my village. | don't know where the 


orphanage they took me to was in relation to it” 
"Surely the Sage has maps---" Percy started, but Paigey shook his head. 


"It wouldn't matter. | can't read them---" He looked up, just for a moment, then hid his face again, obviously 


ashamed. "| don't know how to read." 
"You seem to do all right" Percy had seen the Mystic with ancient texts before. 


Paigey shook his head. “Alistair has to tell me what the books say. He's trying to teach me, but ---- its been 
really hard. Erik kept saying I'm a halfwit at best---" he sniffled "---but my grandfather had barely the 
money to keep his farm. He couldn't afford to send me to school. Or maybe it was because | really am a 


halfwit----" 


"Shhh--" Percy shushed him with a soft kiss. "Paigey, my dark love, you're not a halfwit. Silly, scatterbrained 
and daft as a brush, perhaps, but not a halfwit" His voice was affectionate and teasing, but held no malice. 


Paigey almost giggled despite himself. 
"That's better," Percy said, kissing him again. "And I'll help you, too." 


Paigey looked at him for a moment, his dark eyes fathomlessly deep in the dim light, then kissed him softly on 
the mouth. 


"| love you too," he whispered when their lips parted. 


"Oh Paigey---" Percy hugged him tighter. They both fell back to sleep, curled together, yin and yang, dark and 
light intertwined... 


Chapter 2 


Body 


Paigey slept until late the next morning, the longest he'd slept without being awakened by a nightmare or 
worse since before his grandfather had fallen ill for the last time. When he did awaken, the room was full of 
light and Percy was already awake and dressed, sitting on the floor near the fireplace and scratching the baby 
dragon's belly. He had to duck a wayward tail when the little dragon saw his beloved master was awake and 
rolled to his feet, leaping onto the bed and knocking Paigey over in his enthusiasm. 


"Baby!" Paigey said, laughing - Percy was reasonably sure it was the first time he'd actually heard Paigey 
laugh - "Must you?" He sat up, scratching Baby behind the horns, and Percy joined them on the bed, putting 
his arms around Paigey from behind. Paigey willingly allowed Percy to pull him into a long, gentle kiss. 


"I told you | would be here when you awakened,” he said when their lips parted. "I love you so much, Paigey.” 
Paigey kissed him back, still a little shy and hesitant. "I love you too." He looked even more angelic than usual, 
his huge dark eyes soft and, thought Percy, almost starry, his dark hair falling in tangled corkscrews and 
waves around his sweetly cheurbic face. All at once, though, he put a hand to his mouth. "What am | going to 
tell Alistair? He must think I've left --- he's going to be so angry with me---" 

"Somehow, | doubt that," Percy said, "More likely he'll be overjoyed to see you." 

Paigey looked uncertain, but didn't pursue it. He pushed his tangled curls out of his face instead, glancing down 
at himself. "Gods, | must look a sight.” Lovemaking was even messier when done right, apparently---not that he 
was complaining. 

"You look beautiful to me, beloved" Percy kissed his nose. "Hey, I'll be back in a bit, | promise. I'm just going to 
run back to my quarters." He sensed Paigey needed a little privacy at the moment to get himself, and his 
thoughts, together. 

"Okay---" Paigey pulled him back down for another kiss. "| won't be too long" 


~ Ke 


After Percy left, Paigey looked wide-eyed at Baby. "Baby, did you hear that? He said he'd be back --- he said 
he really loves me, Baby!" He wasn't sure if he wanted to laugh or cry - and wound up doing both more or 
less at the same time. Baby just watched him, bewildered. Humans could be so strange. But he loved Paigey, 


too, in spite of it - or maybe because of it. 


"Oh Baby, nobody ever said they loved me - well, not since my grandfather died. But not like that, | mean---" 
Paigey sniffled after a few minutes, getting a little control over his emotions. "Gods, l'm a mess, aren't |? | 
must really look a sight---" Pulling the sheet around himself in spite of the fact that only his little dragon 
was there, he headed off toward the bath. 


~ Ke 


Percy returned about twenty minutes later, having changed into something a little less formal than the outfit 
he'd worn to the banquet and gone to find Paigey's little dragon a snack. So far as he could tell, Paigey had 
never come up with a name other than "Baby" - which might or might not fit once the little dragon grew up. 
He wasn't sure how large this particular species of dragon got, but he suspected it wasn't very. "That thing 
could be lethal," he observed, watching Baby's tail wag as he ate. "And someone has to come up with a proper 
name for you. We can't just keep calling you Baby.” 


Baby looked at him curiously for a moment, then went back to his breakfast. 
"Hello, Percy!" It was the Dark Sage, Alistair, looking around the open door. "I trust Paigey didn't leave?" 


"No, he's still in the bath, | think," Percy said, then lowered his voice a bit, "I don't know exactly what 
transpired last night between them, but Paigey was in tears when | found him. Obviously Erik didn't want him 
to come along." He shook his head. "I can't believe how brutally he's been treated. He didn't even know what | 


needed the oil for when we---" He broke off, realizing he'd just said a lot more than he'd intended to. 
Alistair laughed. "Although | suppose he does now. You did show him, | trust?" 
Percy blushed a litle. "It was not as it seems, really. | love him and would be his forever if he desires me." 


Alistair sat down. "Poor Paigey knows not what he desires. You will have to teach him that love and lust are 
not the same thing, but they are not mutually exclusive." He looked seriously at Percy. "You know more than 
anyone how damaged he is. One cannot be made to suffer what he has and emerge unscathed. Perhaps he has 
given his heart - and himself - too freely. But each time, he meant it to be forever. And he still does." He 


smiled. "He's the one who rightly judged that we ought to intervene and save you from the gallows pole." 


Percy looked down. "I wish it hadn't come to that" He had ended up with a noose around his neck for killing 


another solider to keep him from raping a young girl. 


Alistair smiled wryly. "In a better world you would have been commended for your actions, not condemned. Of 


course, in a better world, you would not have had to take action in the first place." 


"Alistair?" Paigey said timidly, peeking around the entranceway leading back to his bed chamber. He was in his 
dressing gown, his long dark locks still wet. 


"There you are!" Alistair said with a grin. "| trust something agreed with you last night?" 


Paigey froze, blushing about seventeen different shades of red. Percy laughed and went over to Paigey, taking 


him in his arms. 


If you don't watch it, Alistair, I'll be the one who steals him from you," he said. "Unlike Erik, | know how to 


appreciate beauty when | see it" 
Paigey got the double entendre and blushed even more. "Percy---!" 


"Did | say | didn't approve?" Alistair said gently. "I'll leave you two to your own devices. And Paigey - I'm very 
glad you stayed. Very glad" He smiled warmly at his apprentice. 


After he left, Percy kissed his dark love tenderly, then patted his rear end. "If | stay this close to you much 


longer, beloved, | might end up ravishing you right where we stand" 

Paigey looked up through a long curtain of eyelashes. "l'm not stopping you." Standing, the top of his head came 
to just below Percy's cheekbone, but he was so slender and fragile-looking that he seemed even more petite 
than he was. 

Percy kissed his nose. "We have to get out of bed sometime, my love. Besides, | want to show you off." 

Paigey leaned his head on Percy's shoulder. "Percy? D-does this mean --- | c-can stay?" 

Percy hugged him tight, feeling tears come to his eyes. "Oh Paigey --- my beloved, my beautiful Mystic --- 
of course you can stay. | love you so much---" 

~~ 

When they finally made it downstairs - poor Paigey having gone through decision confusion trying to figure out 
what to wear without someone telling him what to do - they ran into Mad Dog, who greeted them with a 
rather loud, "Well, look who finally made it out of bedl" 


"Mad Dog---" Paigey blushed and hid his face against Percy's shoulder. 


Percy laughed and hugged him closer, nuzzling into his dark hair. "Not the easiest thing to do with this beauty 


in my arms." 


Paigey looked up at him, his huge dark eyes softly worshipful. Nobody had ever called him beautiful before 
that last night. And now Percy kept saying it---- 


"And we were beginning to think we'd have to hit him over the head to make him see it," Mad Dog chuckled, 
giving Paigey a friendly whack on the back that nonetheless made him stumble into Percy. 


"See what?" Paigey caught his balance and looked at Mad Dog in bewilderment. 
"That Percy here was totally mad for you," Mad Dog replied. 


Percy smiled. "He knows now - | think." He kissed Paigey's nose. "If not, he'll undoubtedly know before this next 


night is over." 
Mad Dog chuckled. "You make that sound like a threat, Warrior." 


"Mayhap---" Percy was too distracted staring into Paigey's eyes to really reply. "Your eyes aren't entirely 
dark, beloved. They have bits of gold in them, too--?" 


"Hoo boy---" Mad Dog sighed, rolling his eyes in exaggerated faux annoyance. "Now they get all soppy---" He 
winked at the Englishman, who was standing on the third-to-the-last step, leaning on the huge bannister and 
smiling. 


~ Ke 


Later that same day, they were sitting under a tree out in the garden. Paigey was sitting snuggled back 


against Percy, who was showing him how to read a map. 


"Just remember, north is up and south is down," he was saying. "If you remember that, you'll be fine" He ran 


his fingers through Paigey's silky curls. "Now what's the name of your village, beloved?" 


"Pangbourne," Paigey said softly, looking at his lover with an adoration approaching worship. Save for Alistair, 


nobody had taken this sort of interest in him since his grandfather's death. 
Percy frowned, peering at the map. "It isn't on this one----" he said finally. 
"| --- " Paigey shrugged helplessly. 


"We'll find it. We just need a different map," Percy said, putting the map aside and pulling Paigey closer. "Do you 
have any idea how long I've dreamed of doing this?" 


"Doing what?" Paigey looked up at him. 


"Just holding you," Percy replied. "I'd see you out here weeping after Erik had said something unkind to you and 


my heart would just break | wanted so much to comfort you." 
Paigey kissed him. "I love you, Percy. I'll always be whatever you want me to be, I'll do whatever you say---" 
"Hey---" Percy kissed his nose. "You don't have to be anything except what you are already." 


Paigey leaned his head on Percy's shoulder. He didn't have any idea what his lover meant. "Do you know where 


Baby went?" 

"Your dragon? That way, | think," Percy said, pointing down one of the paths. "Is that his name? Baby?" 

Paigey nodded. "More or less. | couldn't think of anything else." 

"What sort of dragon is he?" Percy asked. "He's not going to get --- really big?" 

Paigey shook his head. "He's a mini water dragon. He's not going to get very much bigger. Maybe another foot" 
"Not like that chaos dragon of Erik's?" 

Paigey looked at him, a shyly amused sparkle in his dark eyes. "Vanya is a dwarf basilisk, not a dragon 

Percy looked bewildered. "What's the difference?" 

This time, Paigey actually giggled. "The same as the difference between a panther and a housecat." 

"You're saying---?" Percy's eyes went wide. 


I'm saying a real chaos dragon would eat Vanya for dinner," Paigey said. "Erik is scared to death of dragons, 
but he doesn't want anyone to know it" 


"fm scared to death of dragons," Percy admitted. 

"But you don't try to tell everyone you're not," Paigey pointed out. 

"True---" Percy said, then looked admiringly into Paigey's dark eyes. "You know your dragons, don't you?" 
Paigey looked shy. "My grandfather raised them." 

"On his farm?" 


Paigey nodded. "All kinds. He's the one who first told me of the Golden Eyes Black Dragon" He sighed, looking 
forlorn. "I was just going to tell him | thought our Blue Eyes White was pregnant, but that was when he 


collapsed---" 
"Blue Eyes White Dragon?" Percy was stunned. 


Paigey nodded. "We only had the one pair. Grandfather hoped that maybe we could make enough money from 
selling the babies to maybe send me to school." He leaned against Percy's shoulder. "You want to know the 
funny part? When | was older, Grandfather wanted to apprentice me to a wizard - not Alistair, someone else, 
someone nearby. | didn't really have any interest in it - all | wanted to do was take over the farm, someday, 
far in the future - but he was insistent. He was willing to trade several of our best dragons for it” He closed 
his eyes, feeling tears well up in them nonetheless. He'd never told anyone any of this - even Alistair. 


"Sometimes | --- | really miss him, Percy." That was, at times, a major understatement. 


"Paigey--" Percy held him tighter. "Surely the fates could have thought up a gentler way of bringing us 
together." He was quiet for a moment, running his fingers through his dark love's hair, then said. "| think we 
need to tell the Chosen One and the Pharaoh" He was suddenly convinced it was vitally important to track down 
the pair of Blue Eyes White Dragons - and find out if the female, had, in fact, been--- "Wait a minute. | 
thought dragons hatched from eggs." 


"You're thinking of dinosaurs," Paigey said, looking up at him. 
"They're not the same thing?" Percy was confused. 


"They're a totally different species---" Despite himself, Paigey started to giggle. "What did they teach you in 


the army?" 


‘Naught about dragons, but much about unarmed combat---" Percy replied. Paigey didn't realize that his 
golden-haired lover had slipped his hands under his shirt until Percy tickled him. He yelped and tried to 
scramble away, but Percy easily pinned him and proceeded to tickle the living daylights out of him. "Not to 


mention sneak attacks--" 


"Percy!" Paigey hadn't realized how ticklish he was until this moment. He would have tried to squirm away, but 
he was laughing too hard to move, completely at his golden-haired god's mercy. Finally, Percy decided to show 
him some and curled up with him, hugging him close. He half-expected Paigey to retaliate, but instead, his dark 
love kissed him softly on the mouth. 


"| should go see if Alistair needs me for anything,” he said. 


